IN PRIVATE LIFE

from Narikeldanga to Baghbazar to take his bath
in the river. He was a familiar figure to the people
living in those parts of the town through which he
had to pass on his way to the riverside. I remem-
ber very well how people, old and young, men, wo-
men and children, used to flock to the front doors or
at half-opened windows on the roadside to take a
glimpse of the great Judge who still retaining the-
old Hindu faith in the sanctity of a bath in the
river Ganges, used to wend all that way from Nari-
keldanga to the riverside on foot.

An amusing incident is reported to have occur-
red during one of his regular Sunday excursions
to the riverside. One day when Sir Gooroodass
was returning from his bath dressed in a simple
dhoti and gamcha (napkin), an elderly Hindu woman,
who was standing at the door of her house, mistook
him for a Poojari Brahmin (priest) and asked him
if he would do her the favour of performing the*
pooja of her family god, as her family priest was ill
and could not attend. Sir Gooroodass with B-
sweet smile accepted the invitation, entered the
cottage, sat, before the family god, performed the
worship in all its minute details, tied up the simple
offerings (rice and fruits) in his napkin and left the-
cottage with this homely bundle. We do tiot know
what the woman thought when she came to know
afterwards that she had made the great Judge of the
High Court to act as her poorohii (priest) for that
. day. But so far as Sir Gooroodass was .concerned^
he did the duty cheerfully, as he. thought that
Pooja was the .first and the .most important dutjr